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Nathan (parti/ Back in the Suburb) 


Author's Notes: 

This has a few OCs: 

In Parts l-3: 

- Ryan Tritz(Trash\'s Bassist, based on Mike Dirnt) 


- Jon Ferguson (The drummer, based on Tre) 


Also, since | needed to keep the whole idea of Trash Green Day-esque, Nathan is fairly good at playing the 
guitar. A more talented Billie, you might say. He can sing as well as opposed to just growling. 


He sits alone often, trying to understand what's gone so wrong, how he could have failed so drastically at 
becoming the man he needs to be, the man his father wants him to be. This is another one of those times, 
when he sits and thinks, all alone, with no company but the birds in the sky and the sun at his bare back, and 
he likes it. It's hard not to lose himself in the serene beauty of solitude, especially at this time, when his father 
has been drunk and violent again He raises his head to the sky, watching the gulls float on lazy wings, admiring 
their quiet power, almost like that of eagles, benign but not pushy. He sighs, thinking how wonderful it would be 
to fly like the gulls, to float and drift and soar on wings that could carry him anywhere he wanted to go, 


anywhere at all. The wind grows into a breeze, whipping gently at his back, soothing the open wounds his father 
has dealt him. He hates to admit it, but he's scared of his father. No human person would do things like these 
to a child, would they? 

He lowers his head silently, turning his studies to the ants at his feet. They crawl up and over his old sneakers, 
over his legs, not biting, just crawling in that ticklish way of theirs. He can't help but smile again, and this time 
it is an actual grin, not the weak, sheepish smirk he usual wears. 

It gets cooler. The wind subsides now, leaving his back aching and throbbing painfully, the cuts and lashes drying 
and opening again. One of them starts to bleed, and it's all he can do not to cry. Tears prick the corners of his 
eyes. 

He leans back on the ground, hair pooling behind his back. Children ran around the street, yelling and seeming to 
have a good time, and he resents them for it, because even though he is calm, he cannot enjoy himself, the 
fear of facing his father is too great. He watches the kids for a few moments more, then sits up, rubbing his 
legs. He needs to go home soon A battered soccer ball rolls to his feet and he picks it up and flings it back, not 
bothering to play by the rules of the game and kick it. One of the little ones runs up to him, out of breath 
from running, and smiles at him. 

"Thanks, mister!", she yells and goes back to the field, ignoring the others' cries of "hurry up! "Move if, Penny! 
and "Slow-ass, we wanna keep playing soccer! She just stares at him. 

‘lm Penny", she introduces herself boldly, displaying none of the typical shyness of children, completely 
confident in herself. He smiles. 

"Nice to meet you, Penny." 

"Who are you? My mommy's calling, | want to tell her you gave me the ball, the girl adds eagerly. He grins. 
Her mother walks up, eyes blazing. 

"Penny, how often do | have to tell you, don’t talk to strangers?", she snaps. Penny's eyes widen in fear. He 
understands. She's probably just as scared of her mother as he is of his father. Kindred spirits stick together, 
and so he rushes to her aid. 

"| just gave her the ball, ma'am", he explains, but the woman cuts him off. 

"| don't care, | won't have my litle girl talking to strangers, hobos much less. Leave us alone. Come along, 
Penny." 

Penny whines and grabs his hand. He takes it, holding it, trying to reassure her, to show her that it's okay, that 
she needn't be scared of him. Her mother is not impressed. She drags the girl after her, stomping hard as if to 
emphasize her anger. 

"Bye..", Penny calls after him sadly. He can't help but feel ashamed at the fact that he hasn't done more to help 
her, and that he hasn't even introduced himself. He wishes he had. 

"Hey, how long're ya gonna sit there?" 

He spins around quickly, worried that he's been spied on. Not that there is any reason he should be worried, not 
that, he simply hates the feeling of being watched. He supposes it stems from the years of abuse and hurt at 
home. The only person he sees is another boy his age, about IT or 18, not a child anymore but not yet a man, 
His hair is fairly long, brownish blonde, gelled up to spikes that would have been cool ten years ago, but they 
look good on him. He has alert, inquisitive-looking brown eyes that sparkle mischievously, and pale, freckly skin. "I 
was getting ready to go home", he lies, unaware that this new kid, who seems nice enough, has been watching 
him for quite some time now. 


"Yeah, right, you haven't been ready fo go home for quite some time now." 


The smaller guy stares him down coolly. He is determined not to avert his gaze, but in the end he fails. It 
embarrasses him; he is known for a strong resolve and a keen personality, but he is no match for this... kid. 
That's what the newcomer is to him; a stupid, blundering, interfering kid. He's in a bad mood anyway, and he 
doesn't want to talk. 

"Leave me alone. I'm not talking to you.", he snaps, but the blonde sits beside him instead, crossing his legs over 
like a girl. Fucking weird, he thinks and turns away, jaw set and arms flexed. 

‘lm Ryan", the blonde introduces himself. He nods silently, not particularly caring. Ryan shakes his head, 
muttering under his breath about how rude he is. Neither does he care about that, but he turns around this 
time out of spite and adds a polite, "Excuse me? Wha’ was that?" 

"You're rude.", Ryan replies, not understanding that the question was rhetorical and that he should not have 
answered. "You're rude and way too quiet. You haven't said a single word since | came here." 

"Most people don't like it when they're watched and the watching person comes up and tries to start a 
conversation and acts like nothing happened" 

That throws Ryan off. His eyes widen in surprise, but he shuts up. Finally he brings out a soft, almost 
submissive, "What's your name? | didn't catch that, | think” 

"You didn't catch it because | didn't tell you. I'm Nathan" 

"Okay, Nathan.. d'you want me to leave?" 

He thinks. He needs to go home; the sooner he is there, the less harsh his punishment will be. He might as well 
go too, and walk Ryan while he's at it. It's not like walking is bad in any way, right? 

"IIl come too", he offers, making Ryan smile. It's somewhat creepy, the way Ryan is acting so adoring and 
smiley and happy-go-lucky, but he'll do. 

‘| live by the beach, but.. its not too far. | mean, its only two miles from here to there, an |, uh...” 

Ryan fall silent. His eyes fall to the ground, darting between a rock at his feet and the anthill next to the curb. 
"M-hm. I'll walk you." 

Ryan nods gratefully, eyes fixed on him again, and pokes around at the anthill. An ant scurries around on his 
fingers, then off onto the street, where a stray cat steps on it. Ryan turns to face him again, and he feels a 
slight pang of anger. Is it too much to ask to just be left alone for a moment? 

"D'you play any instruments?" 

That surprises him. He hadn't expected that, but he supposes it won't hurt to answer. 

"Yeah, the guitar. Why, is it.. relevant at all? | just met you." 

"Yeah, but.. | was wondering, would you make a band with me?", Ryan continues, eyes hopeful, hand hovering 
dangerously close to his own. He shrugs. Anything to get this creep's hand away from his own. He doesn't want 
to come home telling his dad / held hands with a guy at the park. We were discussing the possibility of a band But 
then.. he doesn't have to tell Oscar, does he? No.. When Ryan moves his hand closer, he doesn't move away this 
time. He lets the blonde take his hand, and Ryan smiles at him warmly. It's strange. He wants to let go. Its not 
the fact that Ryan is a guy, but rather that that he barely knows him. He pulls his hand away. Ryan doesn't 
resist. They get up. An old woman with a scooter crosses the street. Ryan calls "hello" to her, but she does not 
answer. 

"Nate?" 

He turns. Ryan is looking at him expectantly. Like this, he looks almost nice, but he's still got that creep element. 
| just have fo get over it, he thinks and grunts an answer. 

"Uh... Can l.. have your number? Y'know, for... The band and all? So | can contact you?", Ryan asks. He laughs. He 
knows full well that Ryan doesn't want the number for the band, he just wants an excuse to keep talking to him. 


The band is probably already a thing of the past. But he doesn't mind; Ryan seems nice enough. Maybe he'll 
turn out as friend material after all. 

He takes a battered notepad from his pocket, and a pen, and scrawls his number across it quickly, then hands 
the paper to Ryan, who takes it, his hand trembling, eyes wide. Their hands brush for a second as the note 
passes, and Ryan's breath hitches. Then he recomposes himself and folds the note neatly before putting it into 
his pocket. 

He starts walking. Ryan wakes from his daze, runs after him. He stops and turns. Grins despite himself. Ryan's 
expression grows hurt and worried. "I'm not gonna wait forever, slowpoke." Nathan teases. Ryan glares at him, 
but he can't help smiling again, and the blonde's eyes soften. He keeps walking a bit further, and once again Ryan 
has to run to catch up. 

"You're fast", he mutters when he reaches him. "Look at you; you've got, like, superlong legs." 

"l'm just tall. It kinda happens if you're a quarter Native American and your dad is 6"4.", he explains. Ryan looks 
impressed. His eyes wander down to his legs, scanning them up and down. "You do have long legs, though. For a 
guy. Or maybe it's just me", he insists. 

Nathan smirks. He stops walking. "Like to test that out, blondie? Not by running, though.’, he teases. Ryan's jaw 
drops. 

"Uh-", he starts, but Nathan runs off at full tilt, legs eating up ground, not running but rather leaping Ryan 
stands there, staring after him, awestruck. Nathan turns back slightly, not slowing, seeming to not be out of 
breath in the slightest... Keeps running. Ryan groans. He knows he can't catch up, but seconds later, the speck 
that is Nathan stops and turns back. 

"Come on, slowpoke. Catch up.", Nathan prompts impatiently. Ryan blinks angrily, but he realizes there is no point 


in arguing, so he falls into a trot and finally a run. 


Part |: Nathan/ Reunion 


She studies her reflection, smiling at it for maximum effect. This is no ordinary night; tonight she goes to see 
the moment's biggest band, the one all her friends wanted to see but only she could get tickets for. Her 
mascara looks good; it really accentuates her eyes, the specks of gold in them. She blows herself a kiss and 
twirls. She can't help grinning again. Maybe, if she's lucky, she'll meet Nathan, their frontman, and she'll get to 
talk to him.. 

"Penny! It's timel", she hears her mother yell upstairs, and she finishes applying her eyeliner to the upper left 
eyelid. She looks good. Not beautiful, she'll never make it up to that standard, but she's pretty, and she wants 
to savor the moment. "Coming, mal", she yells back. 

Nathan pulls on his sneaker boots, not bothering to lace them, instead simply zipping them up. 

"Dude, hurry up. It's only an hour long, then we can.. Nate, is something wrong?" 

He looks up and sees Ryan standing there, looking concerned, his eyeliner smeared slightly by sweat and rubbing. 
He's got bright red strands dyed into his blonde hair, for whatever reason. Maybe because it's punky. Nathan 
can't help smiling as Ryan comes over and hugs him gently, resting his head on his shoulder and holding him for 
a moment. It's somewhat hard to believe how quickly things have progressed; just eight years ago they were 
strangers.. now they're in the world's most popular band, and Nathan has a feeling Ryan's becoming more than 
a bandmate or a friend to him. It's not a very fast progress, he knows that, but it still feels fast to him. Ryan 
feels like so much more to him. He supposes it won't really surprise any of them when they become actual 
boyfriends. It probably won't even surprise Jon. Jon has a knack for these things. 

"Nate, we can always cancel if you're not well", Ryan interrupts his reverie, and he shakes his head quickly. He 
doesn't want to cancel. It's not like he's going to be at a weeklong non-stop football tournament, it's just a 
concert. So he stands up. Shrugs out of his baseball jacket and dons a leather one. He's ready to rock 

Ladies and Gents, here they are, the ones you've all been waiting for, Punk's biggest thing ever -laughs here- 
TRASH! , the announcer screams into the mic, and they begin. Fans scream, groupies, both male and female, go 
topless in an effort to be picked up and fucked later on, and Nathan sees a few chicks he knows he'll be 
screwing later. That brunette in the first row, she's some hot stuff.. Nice tits, pretty face, great figure. He 
sizes her up appreciatively. She yells his name, and he smiles at her. Ryan glances over, wondering why he's 
stopped singing. He catches on again 

And soon, almost too soon, it's over. The show.. everything. The girl is gone, and Jon is packing his drums up. 
He groans quietly. That was tough, hell, ity was the hardest night he's ever had. He trips on his way off the 
stage. Ryan catches him, holds him awkwardly for a moment, and lets go. Jon sees, but he doesn't say a word, 
although the look he gives them is enough. He knows. 

Nathan lowers his head, looks up at Ryan through his eyelashes, catches his gaze. The blonde walks over, places 
his hands on the taller man's waist, pushes him into the backstage area. She's there. Nathan feels his breath 
hitch hard, his heart jump for a moment. She blushes... there's something familiar about her. He can't place it, 
and he doesn't care. She is beautiful, and he wants her. He wants to fuck her, and he wants to now. 

"Hey... Hey, | love your shirt. It really, uh, accentuates your tits.", he blurts out, embarrassed by her look Then 
she grins and playfully slaps him backhand. 

"| wore it on purpose. | wanted to get noticed. l.. uh, lim Penny. And | know, you're Nathan And I'd love to get 


your autograph", she babbles. The typical fan, Nathan thinks, and smiles. Hopefully she is also the typical 
groupie. He reaches out his hand and gently rests it on her shoulder, not quite on her chest yet. 

"I know a girl named Penny.", he finds himself saying. Why, Fuck knows. She just reminds him of that Penny he 
met when he was lb, the day he also met Ryan. That Penny was incredibly sweet, and this one seems to be 
very different- bold, loud, eccentric, and slightly annoying. (AN: | seem to be describing myself here..:P). And 
beautiful. He's always liked Brunettes (Toki? Is that you?), and her eyes are the most beautiful green. She's got 
milky pale skin, perfectly plucked eyebrows and wavy, layered hair that falls to her back. Just his type. 

"You seem familiar", she says, startling him badly, and he jumps and hits his head on the low ceiling. Her blush 
is too much. He can't help what he does next; just grabs her and kisses her, and at such close quarters, he 
gets a good look at her features, and he knows. 

"Penny, is- Penny, God, | was wondering when I'd see you againl", he exclaims, and she shakes her head. She 
probably doesn't remember him, and he doesn't blame her. She was eight at the time. It sounds surreal. He's 
eight years older than her. 24. It sounds old, somehow. 

"D'you remember me at all?", he asks, slightly worried that she'll say no, and when she shakes her head, he 
sighs in defeat. 

"| met you that one day eight years ago in the park, while you were playing soccer. | kicked the ball back, 
remember?" 

"Uhhhh, kind of. Oh yes! My mom hates you. She was against me going in the first place, but my dad talked her 
into it, since I'm here with my brother. | still have that ball, but it's kinda battered now." 

"Can | sign it?" 

Penny smiles at him, and he finds himself blushing, but she digs it out of her hockey bag and hands it to him. 
He studies it. It looks good; it is battered, but still usable, and that's impressive after eight years. He scribbles 
his name on it, then adds in his best, most fluent handwriting, from Nate, to the most beautiful girl in Florida and 
probably the world 

She takes it back, reads the signature, gasps, and hugs him. He hugs her back gently, holding her against his 
chest, and she's so close, so... 

She lets go. Hder phone beeps, and she fishes it out. "I've got a text. My brother's leaving.. | need to go with 
him." 


"Okay", Nathan finds himself saying, and hugs her a last time. "Bye." 


Ryan smiles at him, eyes dancing mischievously. 
"Can | kiss you too?", he asks coyly, and Nathan smirks back. 


"Maybe later. l'm still kinda stuck on Penny.” 


Journey- part | 


Author's Notes: 
Ryan\'s assholian side has shown. Pickles, of course, has no assholian side.. he\'ll stay loyal to his baby band and 
shit. 


"Nate, we need to talk." 

He spins around, startled, and finds Ryan behind him. His hair is blonde again, the dye has faded or grown out, 
and his face looks more angular than he remembers it being. There are slight wrinkles underneath his eyes and 
at his jaw, and he looks exhausted, haggard, even /m not the only one the touring and the parties have taken a 
Toll on, Nathan thinks, wondering what this is about until Ryan blurts out, "It's over." 

Over? Over in what way? He can't mean breaking up Trash. They've only been on the scene for two years, 
after six years of backbreaking work. It was Ryan himself who said that he wants their fame to last forever 
and ever. 

It was also Ryan who asked him out after a concert in Germany, and it was Ryan who kissed him there and 
turned out as his boyfriend. What if that's what he's ending? 

"Are you.. dumping me?", Nathan asks, scared that the answer will be yes, and Ryan shakes his head. 

"No, not dumping you. But this isn't working out, our relationship. I've been living in constant fear someone will 
find out l'm dating a guy, and it needs to stop. I'm sorry, Nathan, but it's over." 

"So you are dumping me." 

"Well... if you think of it like that, then yes, Nathan, | am. can't do this anymore." 

"Why? Is it.. the prospect of being, you know-" 

"-A fag?", Ryan asks dryly, and Nathan feels like he slapped him in the face. He nods silently, horrified. If Ryan 
cares so much about his reputation, why did he even date him? It doesn't make sense. He feels his throat close 
painfully, and Ryan sighs. 

‘I'm not being very sensitive or nice about this, am |? l.. Nate, when | said | was sorry, | meant it. | really don't 
want to hurt you, believe me." 

"You already have.", Nathan spits at him, turns on his heel, and stomps away. None of them know, but it's the 
beginning of the end for the band. 

It's over, all over again. Nathan feels tears blur his vision, and he blinks them away before Jon sees them. Or 
Ryan. Ryan. This is all his fault. Trash is over, and its all his fault 

He packs his guitar into its case, not bothering to tune it, because he knows he won't be using it. He's leaving. 
Leaving Florida. He doesn't know where he's going, somewhere.. somewhere else. Out of America, preferably. 
Maybe Germany again 

An ad flashes up on the TV screen. He turns, not really caring, until he sees that it's for an album by some 
Glam band named Snakes ‘n’ Barrels. He snorts, amused. To him, Glam Metal is one of those things that's so 
terrible, it's good, in a way. He studies what looks like the frontman appreciatively, noting the guy's long mane of 
auburn hair. It looks good on him. 


"Goin! somewhere?" 


He spins around violently, startled badly, eyes wide, heart pounding. 

"l, uh, yeah, | mean no, I-", he stammers, blushing, feeling awkward and stupid, trying to calm his racing heart. 
Jon doesn't look fooled. He shakes his head and says gently, "Nathan, | understand what happened between you 
and Ry, | really do. | can also kind of understand you wanting to quit and run away, but do you really have to do 
it like this? Nate... It's over anyways. We're over. There's no such more thing as Trash." 

Nathan nods silently and sits on his bed. He knows the prelude to a Jon-pep-talk. This is one if ever there was a 
Jon-pep-talk. He feels an arm slide around his shoulders, not in that buddy way, but rather comfortingly, 
gently, almost... Lovingly. He has no other word for it. 

"Ryan's an ass. You saw that.", Jon says gently and studies his expression. Nathan nods again, not knowing what 
to say. Jon sighs softly, leans to the side, and hugs him, and he can't help just giving back, letting himself be 
held, and Jon actually goes all-out and rubs his shoulders a bit. Then he lets go. Nathan gets up, mutters a 
weak "thanks" and dons his backpack before being spun around and violently kissed. 

He drops everything. He can't think; he knows Jon has been acting strange around him lately, but never would 
he have guessed that he was flirting. 

Jon breaks away and looks at him, worried, and Nathan stares back dazedly and doesn't say a word. 

"| gotta go. l.. Bye, Jon", he mutters tiredly, turns away and goes out the door. Jon waves timidly, looking scared 
and lonely. He lowers his head apologetically, but he keeps walking. 

No one is there to stop him, but he stops himself. He stops in the kitchen, picks up the necklace Jon got him 
last year for his birthday. Come to think of it Ryan didn't get him anything. 

He takes it, puts it around his neck and goes out the door. It feels strange, being outside alone, without 
bodyguards, without Ryan. But it feels good. He feels free. Freer than he has for years. 

It's cool and windy, but comfortable, and he stands for a moment, enjoying the feel of the wind in his hair and 
against his face and neck He looks over across the street. There's a bus stop there, empty. Maybe... He checks 
his pockets. He's got about forty dollars in it, enough for a bus ticket across the state. Maybe across Alabama 
too if he's lucky, or Texas. He jaywalks across the street quickly, runs the rest of the way. Sits on one of the 
three ratchety, rusty seats. Tucks his legs in and starts to kick the pole the seat is connected to. A pigeon 
struts across the sidewalk and takes flight. This is extremely boring, and the house look extremely tempting, 
but he said he'd leave, he told Jon bye, he broke up Trash. He has to go now. 

It takes twenty minutes before the bus arrives. He gets his tickets. Twenty bucks for one to New England, 
thirty to Wisconsin He considers the deal. He's heard that the bars in Wisconsin are amazing, but its a hick 
place. He decides he'll go the smaller deal and hitchhike the rest of the way. He might stay in Maine or New 
Jersey; the people in Derry are really nice. 

"You decided, son?", the driver asks in a bored tone. He nods, suddenly pissed off, he hates being called "son". 

"Ill take New England, please. Uh... Here." He forks over the twenty dollars. The driver takes it and stashes it, 
then hands him a thick piece of paer that's very official looking. He pockets it silently, too tired and annoyed to 
say thanks. 

"Oh-kay, kid, my break lasts ‘til five-forty-five, so go out and walk a bit. We'll be on the road for about ten 
hours from here on. Till ‘bout four AM. In one trip. We're just going over to Jacksonville to pick up a party that 
booked this trip, an then it's the whole drive. Go over to the grocery store; I'll give you till six-twenty. I'll have 
to hurry to Jacksonville, but | think we can make it" 

Nathan nods gratefully. He jumps off the bus step onto the sidewalk, jogs across the street and runs the rest 
of the way to the supermarket. Its not far. Just a quarter mile. Two streets down He bursts in, grabs a bunch 


of packs of jerky and toast that are priced at 25 cents. For the toast and 50 for the jerky. He takes five of 


each. That's... 3.15 so far. He can probably get a lot more at this rate. He wants to only pay five bucks on this 
trip if he can. There's the matter of water; it's thirty cents a bottle, so he can get three bottles and he'll still 
have 28 cents over for bullshit. There's chips. 25 cents. There's gummi bears. Ten cents a bag. There's iced 
coffee. Fifteen cents. Smaller is five. He grabs three small packs of coffee, takes his stuff and pays. The cashier 
lady is very friendly, she takes his order, rings him up and smiles at him warmly all through it. He smiles back; 
she is cute. Her nametag reads Gabby. Gabby, sounds cute and girly, just the kind of girl he likes. He hands her 
the five dollars and when she opens the register and pulls out I3 cents, he shakes his head. 

"Keep your change. I've still got cash." He offers, and she grins widely. 

"Thank you so much." 

He thinks for a moment, wondering how to keep the conversation going, and blanks out. He doesn't realize he has 
until Gabby is gently tapping him on the shoulder and an old woman is poking him in the ankle with her cane. 
Taking his things, Nathan leaves, walking slowly, wondering what to do. It's only 515; he still has at least fifteen 
minutes and at most thirty-five. He has time to kill; he can't get on the bus. He supposes there's his phone, but 
it's no use to him, it doesn't even have a camera like Ryan's. There are sketchbooks in the store.. he might as 
well. 

He goes back, goes inside more quietly this time, and grabs a few books off the rack They're 15 cents. Five 
seem sufficient to spend a few days in the bus, so he takes five, gets a pack of pens for 25 cents and goes 
over to the cashier again. Obviously Gabby's on break, because now an old, stuffy-looking guy who smells like 
cleaning agent, sweat and smoke has taken her place. He growls deep in his throat, hides a scowl and goes up. 
Lays his items on the band and gets rung up. 

"That it?", the geezer asks dryly. He's probably extremely bored with his job. 

Nathan nods coolly, forks over his five bucks and takes his stuff. The old man stares at him for a moment, 
then mumbles, "Ya look fimil'er, sonny.. Can't place ‘t tho'.." 

Nathan blinks. "I don't think so.", he retorts, takes his receipt, growls, "Have a nice day.” and leaves. 

Now it's ten-past. He might as well just stay. 

For the next four minutes he sits in silence, watching the clouds, watching cars pass by, watching the pigeons 
strut and pick up seeds, waiting for the bus driver to come back. And then it's only a minute left, and he sees 
the man turn the corner. 

"C'mon, kid, we got a trip to make! Get over here." 

He jogs over, and the driver raises a approving eyebrow. "You run a lot, don't you, boy? You active much?" 
"Does playing football last year in High School count?" 

| guess, but, | meant now." 

"Nah." He shakes his head. Sex with groupies doesn't count. It is activity, but not athletic. "Nope." 

The driver sighs, mumbles something, and sticks the key. Nathan looks up silently, confused, and blinks. "We 
leavin’ already?", he asks, disoriented, and the driver laughs. 

"Well, kid, it's already five thrity-two." 

‘Mmmmm.", Nathan goes and leans back He has no idea what he'll do, drawing won't occupy him for four days. 
He'll go crazy! 

"Are there only old people in the party from Jacksonville?", he blurts out, and the driver gives him a horrified 
look. 

‘|... l'm sorry..", he mumbles, embarrassed, and the driver shakles his head and starts the engine. 

"Kid, that's awful rude. What's your name, anyway?" 

"Nathan." 


"Well, Nathan, you don't say shit like that. Even if the people there are old- | got no idea, me- you don't say 
that. It's rude." 

"I know.", Nathan grunts, angry and ashamed. "! was just asking because... well, I'm in a bad fucking mood." 
This time he gets an annoyed look, which puts him on pressure, so he finally blurs everything out. 

‘|... My band broke up today, l'm as good as homeless now, my credit card got cancelled yesterday and my 
boyfriend broke up with me, so... I'm not gonna try to be nice." 

The driver guffaws, and at first he doesn't understand, but then he does, and he feels anger and hurt and 
shock blur into tears. 

"Yeah, |... | said | had a boyfriend, |.. was dating a dude, okay? Don't laugh." 

"Okay, kid, I'll stop. That don't mean I'll never laugh at it again, but I'll stop for the moment. " 

They pass a KFC, and Nathan becomes suddenly and painfully aware of how hungry he is. 

He opens a bottle of water, takes a sip, and puts it back into his backpack. It's not good; the carbonation only 
makes his stomach hurt more, so he takes the bottle back out, takes a swig, and finally just drinks until the 
acid hurts his throat and he can't breathe. At least he's not hungry anymore now. 


For the next twenty minutes he stares out the window, and then he becomes too tired and annoyed to stay 
awake and falls asleep. 


Journey- part 2 


Author's Notes: 
| bet you all loved the craptastic ending, no? 


Soft white light filters in. 

He sits up, blinking, startled, and looks around. For a moment orientation seems to have deserted him. Than he 
sees a window, he hears a motor, and recognizes the bus. He stretches his arms and legs, yawning, and the bus 
comes to a halt. The doors open. A tall, lightly muscled, drop-dead gorgeous brunette walks in, followed by ten 
or eleven older people. 

Nathan moves his backpack in an attempt to be polite, and the brunette sits beside him. 

"Hey, I'm Andy.", he introduces himself. Nathan grins and replies in turn, and they exchange an awkward 
handshake. 

Andy leans back, his hair falling slightly over his forehead. Nathan can't help but stare; he reminds him of Jon. 
Jon. A pang goes through his chest. He misses Jon He should've stayed for his sake. No doubt Jon thinks him a 
selfish asshole. 

Andy stares back at him, smirking. He takes an MP3 player out of his pocket and turns it on. Nathan cocks an 
eyebrow. Andy smiles and holds out an earbud. He takes it and puts it in, immediately his eyes widen in 
recognition and pain. Its the old Trash song Kicked The Bucket, the one with Jon on backing vocals. And it hits 
him. Jon probably needs him most, and he's running away. Anger and revulsion take over the pain, and he makes 
a face. He takes out his earbud and thrusts it at Andy. 

‘lm sorry, | can't listen to this. It's not my thing." 

Andy's jaw drops. "Not your thing?! Don't you like Trash? They're the most amazing band!" 

Nathan offers a weak smile. "Not anymore.", he replies vaguely. Andy shakes his head. Then he shrugs. 

Nathan sighs quietly. He wants to tell Andy, but he doesn't seem like the type to be trusted with this. Instead 
he takes out one of his sketchbooks and continues his drawing of a dragon flying at a turret. 

Eventually the bus stops again, and a man who looks vaguely like Ryan- spiky blonde hair, brown hair, narrow 
face, smallish- comes in and sits by them. Andy looks at him appreciatively. Nathan feels miffed by the 
resemblance to Ryan, 

The newcomer glances at him, then sees the sketchbook. 

"That's really good", he offers, and Nathan grins thankfully. 

"l'm Richie", the blonde introduces himself. 

"Andy" 

"Nathan." 

"You don't happen to have any cigarettes? I'm sorry, awful rude o' me, but | lost mine. Got mugged", Andy pipes 
up, and Richie glares at him. 

"Why would | have cigarettes? | don't smoke." 

"Can't know that, can |?", Andy asks sweetly. Nathan blinks in shock and exhasperation. He thinks Andy's being 
rude as well, and it's embarrassing. 

Richie looks up at him, then asks, "D'you like Trash? | love ‘em. Best fuckin’ band ever, | swear. | never got the 


chance to meet them, but I've been to a couple concerts. Wish | could." 

"Maybe you will", Nathan says vaguely. Richie grins like a kid He seems happy at the idea. Nathan takes his 
phone out of his pocket and turns on the pocket radio. 

Kicked The Bucket sounds. He laughs shakily. The irony is nearly painful. 

Richie gives him a look, and he sighs and leans back. After a while he hums along, then sings. A look of faint 
recognition passes Richie. Then he realizes what's going on 

"You're singing that perfectly", he tests the water. Nathan smirks. 

"| have a good voice", he offers. Richie shakes his head. 

"Can | have your autograph?" he deadpans, and Nathan nods and scribbles his signature on the dragon he's 
drawing. Then he rips out the sheet and hands it to Richie, who takes it, awed, and whispers "oh my God." 
Andy is asleep. He hasn't gotten wind of anything. Good. 

Richie looks up at Nathan. "I love you! | mean, Trash, not you, specifically, | mean.. Your music, you know? I've 
been hoping to meet you my whole life." 

Nathan grins and leans forward slightly so he's sitting straight. Richie looks him up and down. 

"You look different from the way the media portrays you. | mean. On TV you look like this druggie or alcoholic. 
You look older. You look a lot better in real life", he gushes, and Nathan grins. 

"Thanks." 

"Judging by TV | never woulda guessed you looked so good. You're really handsome." 

"Uh, thanks. | try.", Nathan jokes. Richie laughs. 

He leans forward. Nathan catches his gaze, sensing what he wants, and all of a sudden Richie's lips are on his. 
He can't help it; he kisses back. Richie is good at this. His teeth brush against Nathan's lower lip, and he growls 
softly. 

Andy shifts. Richie breaks off, startled, and Nathan shakes his head and pulls him back. 

"We should wait till the next break. Not here, Nate." 

Nathan nods understandingly. He doesn't want to wait, but he knows where Richie is coming from. So he stops, 
impatient. When the break finally comes, they both go out, trying to look normal. Just a toilet break. To make 
sure, they head in different directions, then backtrack to the restrooms. 

It's not the best place for an interrupted makeout session to continue. Its tight, dingy and it smells like cleaner. 
At least it doesn't smell like piss and booze. 

Richie goes into one of the stalls. Nathan follows. He locks the door behind them, and Richie presses him against 
the wall with a growl. They kiss again, harder this time, more passionately. Nathan sits on the toilet. It's 
uncomfortable and awkward, but he doesn't care. Richie's mouth travels down to his jaw, kissing his throat 
tenderly, nipping and sucking. 

He slips his hand under Nathan's shirt, clenching the fabric in his fist, then lifts if up and over his head. Nathan 
pulls him closer, checks his watch. They have twenty minutes before the bus leaves. Make that I5. 

Richie places his hand on Nathan's chest, over his heart. He can almost hear it pounding; Nathan must be really 
turned on. 

"R-richie, God, you-" 

He throws his head back and moans softly as Richie licks his nipple testily. Teeth graze over skin A slight pang 
goes through Nathan and he twitches hard. Richie nibbles gently, and he growls and lowers his head. 

"Nate.. Nate, shhh. Quiet, babe, | got this.. Pshhh." 

Richie goes down, kisses his stomach, his sides, by his abs and his belly button He whimpers loudly. Richie 
smiles. He goes further, to Nathan's waistline. He claws at the interposing hem of his jeans, undoes the button 


and the fly. Nathan snarls. He needs this now. 

He checks his watch. Ten minutes. Richie had better hurry. And he does. In seconds Nathan's pants are down, 
and his shorts. He stands up to give Richie better purchase, and the blonde uses it. He kneels and holds on to 
Nathan's waist to steady himself, then ducks forward and carefully licks over the tip of the bigger man's cock. 
Nathan hisses and bucks his hips. Richie sucks gently, then goes all out and deep-throats him. Nathan growls 
and moans gutturally, almost obscenely. He can't remember having sex this good, ever. Not even with Ryan. Oh, 
fuck Ryan. Richie's doing him now and it feels amazing. 

He claws Richie's shirt hard, probably scratching his back. He doesn't seem to notice. Electric shock courses 
through him as Richie licks over the underside of his shaft, and the familiar feeling of an impending orgasm 
broods. He growls again and throws his head back. The feeling is becoming unbearable. Richie definitely knows 
what he's doing. Nathan squirms and bucks again, and Richie takes his chance and bites down gently. After that 
it takes only another light lick along the length of his cock, and Nathan's finished. He comes hard; he doesn't 
think he's ever come this hard. He's seeing stars. Blackness starts to curtain his vision and he slumps against 
the wall. Richie is still on his knees, breathing hard, and all of a sudden he makes a swallowing motion. Nathan 
smiles. That's really hot, the idea of a fan who adores him so much giving him the best blowjob he's ever 
gotten and swallowing his cum. 

And he has to admit, Richie is hot. He's rather small, but he's slender and delicately muscled, with perfect, sun- 
bronzed skin and golden blonde hair, and chocolate eyes. Nathan feels painfully plain, almost ugly, next to him all 
of a sudden. 

He pulls up his boxers and jeans, closes the button and fly, snaps his belt, and exits, trembling. Richie follows 
close by. 

"So? Did you, uh, like it?", he asks. Nathan nods. That's a ridiculous question, wasn't he obvious enough? 

"lm kind of in shock. l.. | mean, you just let me suck you off. It's kinda hard to believe." 

Nathan smiles coolly. "Don't take it as a compliment. | let a lot of people suck my dick", he explains. Richie raises 
an eyebrow. 

"So you're saying, you're a man whore." 

"No, I'm saying if you get on my good side I'll let's you give me a blowjob." 

They reach the bus. 

"Promise me one thing." 

Richie nods. 

"Nobody's going to find out, even if we end up fighting. No one, ever." 

"Sounds good." 

They kiss again, more gently this time, and walk up the last steps to the bus. Nathan walks in Richie stays back. 
"Aren't you coming?" 

"| gotta stay here. | can't afford another ticket. l.. Bye, Nate." 

Nathan wants to help. But another ticket would cost twenty dollars, and he only has ten 

"Bye." 

"Oh, Nathan? You know what | said earlier?" 

"A lotta stuff." 

"| told you | loved you. | meant it. | just didn't wanna say it that way in front of Andy." 

Nathan feels his heart squeeze painfully. He leans forward and kisses Richie again, as a farewell this time. Then 
he steps up into the bus. 

It rolls out of the station onto the road, and he leans back, tears blurring his vision. He misses Richie already. 


After a while of sitting and waiting, the bus stops again and the driver goes around. 

"Guys, we've reached Wisconsin. Nathan, that means yer out, kid. Bye." 

Nathan nods and waves shyly at the other passergers. They smile at him with something like knowingness. He 
frowns, gathers his backpack and jacket, and gets off the bus. 

The cold hits him like a blow. It must be about ten degrees at most. For a moment he looks around to orient 
himself, then heads for a bar. After all that's happened, a beer sounds good. Or some vodka. 

When he enters the door tinkles. He suppresses a smirk; the tinkly bell doesn't match the bar's interior at all. 
Everywhere, heavily muscled, long-haired, skanky-looking men sit, tossing back straight vodka or rum. Most of 
them look like something out of a Viking or pirate movie. 

"Hey, you.", a voice asks. He turns in its direction A man is sitting in a booth, leaning back, eyeing him with 
black-rimmed eyes of striking emerald. His hair is long, red and teased up in all directions like a mane. He has a 
beard that tapers off into a goatee by his chin, and the beard doesn't make him look any manlier. Neither do 
his numerous earrings or eyebrow piercings. Nor his outfit, a skintight black shirt that shows off his skinny 
torso, delicately muscled arms, and flat stomach, white skinny jeans that show off his unnaturally thin legs, and 
red combat boots. 

"Hey. Yew wanna sit by me?", the redhead asks warmly, his kind, slightly rough voice emphasized by his accent. 
Nathan smiles and takes the seat offered 

"Yer dat guy from Treash, right? Naten?" 

Nathan raises an eyebrow. The ginger looks familiar as well, but he can't place it. Then it hits him. That ad he 
saw on TV of the then-new Snakes ‘N' Barrels debut album, On A Rampage. This guy looks exactly like their 
frontman, Pickles. 

"If yer wonderin’, yeeuh, I'm da dood from Sneakes N Barrels. Pickles, ya know. Dat guy. | like yer boots. Dey're.. 
Punky." 

Nathan smiles at the reference and teases back, "Your eyeliner is super glam." 

Pickles laughs. It sounds good. Rough and warm. His teeth are perfect; the man could be the face of an 
Orthodontist ad. Nathan smooths back his hair and notices how long it feels. In the two weeks it took to reach 
Wisconsin, it's grown almost two inches. His chin and cheeks feel scratchy, he's lost most of his tan, and the 
time living off jerky and water and one bag of chips has made him drop a lot of weight, leaving him thin and no 
longer muscular. He wonders how Pickles recognized him. He must have good eyes. 

"Sit with me, Nate. Star ta Star. | wanna sit an‘ get drunk an’ state inta yer beautiful eyes." 

Nathan blinks, stunned. Pickles grins widely, head cocked. "I'm naht kiddin’. Sit with me. Yew should be flattered 
yew've gaht a gay sooperstar fean. Dere, it's out. Who cares. | kinda look da part, don't yew think?" 

Nathan has to agree. Pickles definitely looks gay. But the whole ensemble looks good on him. Fitting, and in a way, 
hot. He wonders if he should admit he's gay as well. He doesn't doubt it anymore. After dating Ryan, and the act 
with Richie, and not one girl in between? Definitely gay. 

Pickles leans back and sips his whiskey. Nathan raises an eyebrow, straight whiskey is impressive, no matter 
how tolerant you may be. The redhead smirks, sets his glas down, and gets up. 

"We'd better go", he declares, rings up the bartender, pays, and gathers his stuff. 

"Yew gaht a place?" 

Nathan shakes his head silently, ashamed to admit he's left his credit cards and everything else- all his 
possessions- in Florida Pickles turns, grins again, and offers him to stay with him until he finds a place. Nathan 
understands the implication, of course. After the way he's acting, and how drunk he is, Pickles can only want 


one thing. But he nods thankfully and the little redhead beams even broader. 
Staggering, he clamps onto Nathan's arm, and together they leave the bar. 


Close to Lillehammer 


Author's Notes: 
Although technically there\'s no actual slash in here, the references were enough to be rated as such. 


Snow settles on the ground, covering everything with a layer of frost that sends a chill into the air. Toki 
huddles into himself, gazing at the sacks of flour he still has to drag to the other side of the basement. There 
are twenty-three, and he's dragged seven, and he's exhausted already. How often has he wished he could just 
run away? It ust be at least a thousand times, a thousand times of wishful thinking. 

With a growl and a heave, he hoists up the next sack and tosses it into the corner, hating himself for being so 
weak, for being unable to lift and toss better. Muscles aching, back screaming, Toki lifts the next bag and 
prepares to throw it. He wants to get this over with as soon as possible. A hoot interrupts him, startles him, 
and he cries out and drops the sack. A loud snap sounds, and pain races through his leg. 

"Dumen eyjl", he cries and huddles on the ground, nursing his broken foot, dreading the moment when Aslaug 
will come, but unable to continue. His father had promised him that if he didn't finish at least fifteen sacks 
today, he wouldn't get dinner, tommorow's food, and the food for the day after that. His stomach already aches 
with hunger, and he can barely walk, but he'll only have to lift five more. Anyone can lift five sacks, right? 

He sets to work 


With a moan, he collapses. His foot is killing him, and his entire body is sore. The door is almost broken down as 
Aslaug knocks, then thrusts it open with an expression of bored disinterest. Toki looks up, terrified. If there is 
anything wrong whatsoever with his work, he will get no food for the next two days. He's already sick with 
hunger. He'll need food soon. 

Stomach lurching, heart pounding, he watches as Aslaug examines the sacks with a practiced eye. He finds 
nothing; desperation has led Toki to do the best job he can. With malice in his eyes, Aslaug growls under his 
breath that Toki can have food and tosses a rabbit leg at him with a disgusted look. Toki looks down at the 
meat, scared and whispers a weak "Tack" 

Aslaug leaves, eyes narrowed, and slams the door shut. Outside, Toki can hear him conversing with Anja. For a 
moment they fall silent suspiciously, and Aslaug grunts and kicks at a rat. Toki hears the rodent squeal and 


scamper away, and his father curses loudly. Then he leaves. 


Shaking, his foot throbbing painfully, Toki huddles into himself and falls asleep. 


He wakes at dusk. Everything is still, the silence is almost oppressive. One lone gyrfalcon cries outside, and he 
leans his head back against the nearest sack of flour with a whine of pain, taking care not to move his mangled 
leg too much. Watching as the sun sets, dipping the iron sky in crimson and gold, Toki can't help feeling content 
for a few minutes. He's done working, he's had food, and no one is coming for him. He wonders if he can go into 
the town. It would definitely be worth a try, to see the beautifully gabled and tiered houses again, the horses in 
their stables, the people on the streets walking to work. He sits up, and as agony races through his leg, he 
realizes it's pointless. He won't be able to walk to the house from here, much less into town Defeated, he 
slumps forward with a huff, watching his breath stir up clouds of mist in the cold air. The bird cries again, and 


a rabbit screams. Without anything else to do, Toki falls asleep, taking his time and gazing at shadows. When he 
wakes up the next time, its late at night, late enough to be completely black. A few stars dust the sky here 
and there, and a soft breeze flows now. It's one of the most peaceful nights Toki has ever experienced Here and 
there, there is the cry of a bird or rabbit, but that's all. When he drifts off again for the third time, he stays 
asleep until Morning. Nothing can wake him, not even the haunting melody of an acoustic guitar being played a 


ways from their land, straining the silence and putting a soothing lull over the village. 


"Wakes up.", a smooth, baritone voice commands. Toki flinches away, panicked. He's still half asleep, and he thinks 
it's Aslaug come to wake him. The voice repeats the command, and dimly Toki realizes it's not his father's. He 
looks up into the face of a tall blonde stranger with slender limbs and torso, a calm, smug face, and startlingly 
blue eyes. 

"Don't kills mel", Toki shrieks, and the blonde hisses and puts a hand over his mouth. Toki struggles, and 
eventually, the tall man lets go. 

"Fines, but don't screams like de little goils again. You parents am still asleeps, an‘ | don't Tinks you wants to 
wakes dem up, ja?" 

"No's" 

"Goods, den.. uh, lim lookings for de guitarists.. can you plays? My bands diskbangded, we.. uh, we brokes up, and 
| wants to makes de new band. l'm goings around askinks everyone, don't feel specials." 

Toki glares at him. "What makes you tinks | wanna goes with you? Maybe | likes it here?", he snaps, and the 
blonde shakes his head. 

"You leg ams a mess, you amnt's be ables to walks on dat. You sleeps in de sheds, | don't thinks you likes it 
very lots.", he says simply, and Toki feels some strange emotion between hatred and gratitude flare up in him. 
lms Skwisgaar, by de way. Skwisgaar Skwigelfs....| likes de statues." 

"What statues?" 

‘Of de trolls. Ams very accurkates." 

"No, it isnt's a trolls. My fathers mades it, he saids it was me. Said it was properlies uglies and alls. It was 
depressings." 

Skwisgaar grins apologetically. "| bets.", he sighs and takes a closer look. Now that he did, he sees that the ‘troll 
has wispy brown hair, nothing close to the boy before him, with eyes the color of slush you wish would melt, 
lopsided and skinny, and the ugliest face possible. The only similarities between Toki and the troll are the brown 
hair (still, Toki's is chestnut and the troll's is shit brown) and the blueish eyes, but the statue's are steely and 
empty, while Toki's are warm, kind and full of energetic potential, even though they are so pale. 

The sky outside begins to lighten the slightest bit. Skwisgaar grabs Toki's arm and pulls him into a stand, looks 
around, and hisses, "Lets goes! We needs to be outs of here before de mornings am over!" 

Toki looks up at him, then jogs to the shed door, pries it open, takes a tentative look around, and sets off into a 
run at full tilt. 

Skwisgaar's lucky his legs are so long; for every two bounds of Toki's he has to take one. When they finally 
reach the outskirts of Lillehammer, they're both so tired and their legs are so sore, they slump against the 
nearest wall. Skwisgaar moans softly and rubs his calf with a growl, and when Toki gives him an inquisitive look, 
he mutters, "Cramps." 

Toki nods understandingly. He's used to them by now, but that doesn't make them any less painful. He walks 
over to the bus stop, which is only about a hundred feet away, and checks the times. The next bus out of here 


comes at 6:30. He checks his watch and looks up to see Skwisgaar coming towards him angrily. 


"| thoughts you left mel", he roars, and Toki hisses, scared someone will hear them. True enough, a motor roars 
and then falls to a purr. Still, they've been heard, possibly by some gangster or creep, and he wants to get 
away. With an exasperated growl at Skwisgaar, he starts running again. Skwisgaar follows as best he can, but 
it's slow work. By the time they've reached the next bus stop, Skwisgaar is as pale as the moon over them, and 
he looks like he'll collapse any time. Toki reaches out an arm to support him, which the Swede takes with a 
grateful sigh, and collapses against the wall of the stop. 

"We should go to somewhere else place.", he mutters. Toki nods tiredly and slaps himself on the wrist to stay 
alert. 

lm tires. | can't stays awake." 

"| knows... | ams wants to gets a bed, dis am dildos." 

Toki gives him an inquisitive look. Dis am dildos? What the fuck does that mean? He decides to ignore it and 
slides forward in his seat, exhaustion starting to overcome him. Skwisgaar reaches out an arm, just as Toki did 
before, and with a little moan, the Norwegian falls asleep against his chest. 

And no matter how gay this is, Skwisgaar can't help but smile. 


